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YA-HOO  FRESH  AIR  APPEAL 

Send  An  R.O.T.C.  Cadet  To  Camp  This  Summer 


Every  year  thousands  of  college  juniors  enrolled  in  advanced  R.O.T.C.  COURSES  ARE  UNABLE  TO 
ATTEND  SUMMER  CAMP.  These  are  good  boys,  deserving  to  share  in  the  joys  of  six  wonderful  weeks  of 
fun  in  the  country.  Unfortunately  Uncle  Sam  just  doesn't  have  enough  money;  realizing  this  we  of  Ya-Hoo 
ask  our  readers  to  contribute  to  this  worthy  cause. 

Those  fortunate  boys  selected  to  participate  will  be  given  the  opportunity  to  romp  in  the  muddy  boon- 
docks of  Kentucky,  the  barren  plains  of  the  mid-west,  or  the  salty  swamps  of  South  Carolina.  Like  other 
advanced  cadets,  they  too  will  learn  the  latest  methods  of  killing  and  maiming;  they  too  will  fill  their  ears 
with  the  deafening  roar  of  cannon  fire  and  fheir  eyes  with  the  smoke  from  phosphorous  bombs. 

Remember  the  right  to  kill  is  everyone's  concern,  and  if  YOU,  the  public,  fail  to  provide  the  funds  to 
send  these  eager  boys  to  Summer  Camp,  you  will  be  breaking  their  hearts,  you  will  be  depriving  them  of 
their  deserved  reward,  and  mainly,  you  will  be  taking  your  life  in  your  hands,  because  these  hopped-up 
kids  might  start  knocking  off  you  citizens!  _  ,. 
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Many  thanks  to  our  staff,  contributors,  fellow  idiots,  and  (of  course)  our  targets  for 
making  it  all  possible: 

Mike  Welch,  Mark  Silverman,  Ken  Mosakowski,  Sue  Bacon,  John  Canney,  the  entire 
Student  Senate,  Roger  Jones,  Dick  Nixon,  Spiro,  Abe  Spencer,  Kevin  V.  Moore,  David 
Axelrod,  Wendy  Hamilton,  Arlo*  Guthrie,  Odin  and  His  Son,  Thor,  The  Road  Light 
Show,  Dawn  Dudash,  Oz  Tippo,  Rob  Brooks,  the  Administration,  the  Student  Body, 
the  entire  population  of  Afghanistan,  Richard  Hinckley,  and  the  man  who  started  it 
all,  Lief  Erickson. 


No,  this  is  nothing  to  do  with  Norman  Mailer.  Instead,  here,  we  attempt  to  inform  you  of 
those  guides  and  credos  by  which  we  endeavor  to  outline  our  policies  and  dogmas 
governing  those  rules  to  which  we  strive  to  maintain.  In  order  to  do  this,  first,  we  relate  to 
you  that  we  are  entered  as  third  class  matter  in  the  Amherst  Post  Office  which  is  one  of  the 
largest  businesses  in  the  country,  second  only  to  crime.  You  ask,  what  does  this  have  to  do 
with  out  credo.  Hah!  It  is  now  we  tell  you  that  the  YAHOO  is  the  humor  magazine  of 
Massachusetts  Agricultural  College  (Moo! )  and  the  fact  we  are  still  around  pisses  a  lot  of 
people  off.  But,  what  relation  does  this  bear.  Perhaps  it  would  be  well  to  say  that  we  come  4 
times  a  year.  So  does  the  magazine.  And  subscriptions  are  $2.00.  So  what,  you  say.  So  what 
if  your  address  is  RSO  106,  Student  Union,  UMass.,  Amherst,  Mass.  01002.  What  Indeed! 
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Hi  there!  We're  back  after  the  dark 
years  of  suppression  by  the  State  and 
its  cohorts.  Yahoo  bursts  upon  the 
campus  once  again  to  rot  the  minds  of 
the  collective  student  body,  warp  the 
minds  of  the  little  freshmen  girls, 
create  havoc  in  Bill  Field's  office, 
shake  the  foundations  of  Whitmore  and 
the  illustrious  State  House,  and  do  all 
the  other  neat  things  we've  been  ac- 
cused of. 

Obeying  an  SS  (student  senate) 
command  for  the  first  time  in  fifteen 
years,  we  are  proud  to  present  this 
sickening  mass  of  fermenting  inanity 
and  nostalgia  (a  social  disease)  which 
we  jokingly  call  the  Best  of  Yahoo. 
Yushnik  and  his  magazine  are  fifteen 
years  old  this  year,  almost  sixteen,  and 
better  than  ever  (except  maybe  for 
1966).  They  have  outlasted  President 
Mather,  President  Eisenhower,  Presi- 
dent DeGaulle,  Nikita,  Billy  Sol  Estes, 
Dulles  &  AAacNamara,  the  Bay  of  Pigs, 
Tower  3,  and  maybe  even  President 
Leaderless. 

And  if  the  good  fairy  of  Beacon  Hill 
doesn't  read  this  and  throw  a  tantrum, 
we'll  be  back  in  December  with  a 
whoopie-ding,  mind  blowing  Christmas 
issue.  Pax  vobiscum. 


We  point  with  pride  to  the 
purity  of  the  white  space  be- 
tween our  jokes. 


"For  goodness  sake,  use  both 
hands!" 

"Can't.  Gotta  drive  with 
one." 


Lately,  the  Student  Senate  conducted  a  poll  about  the  Yahoo. 
Never  wishing  to  be  outdone  by  the  Senate,  and  also  not  wishing  to 
use  up  the  student's  money  by  printing  up  thousands  of  polls,  the 
Yahoo  presents  a  poll,  similarly  unrepresentative  and  biased,  of  its 
own: 

1.  Have  you  ever  been  to  a  Senate  meeting?    Yes   No  

2.  Do  you  find  it  entertaining?    Yes          Hell,  No  

3.  Can  you  name  your  representative  to  the  Student  Senate? 

Yes   No  

4.  Can  you  name  the  officers  of  the  Student  Senate?  Yes  

No  

5.  On  what  day  does  the  Student  Senate  meet?  Mon  

Tues          Wed          Thurs   Fri  

6.  You  don't  condone  the  continuation  of  supporting  the  Stu- 

dent Senate  with  $11,992.50  of  student  tax  funds  per  year? 
Do  you?   No!  

7.  Would  you  attend  a  Senate  meeting  if  they  charged  25^  a 

meeting?    Yes  No  

8.  Would  you  be  opposed  to  allowing  the  Student  Senate  to 

continue  in  its  evil  ways?    Yes   No  

9.  Would  you  like  to  see  the  campus  pond,  its  ducks,  the  Sen- 

ate, and  proposed  benches  abolished?    Yes   No  

10.    Would  you  be  not  opposed  to  the  abolishment  of  not  having 
a  discontinuation  of  all  now-existing  oppositions  against 

anti-nullifying -opposing?    Yes   No  

If  no,  why? 

— Spring  1965 


If  you  drink  a  quart  of  milk 
every  day  for  1,200  months,  you 
will  be  100  years  old. 


"My  sermon  teday  deals  with  Darwin 
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"I  thought  you  had  the  oral  Two  can  live  as  cheaply  as  Blessed  are  the  censors, 

exam  today."  one.  .  .but  only  half  as  long.  For  they  shall  inhibit  the  earth. 

"No,  it  was  anal." 


BE  THE  FIRST 
ON  YOUR  BLOCK! 

NOW! 

YOU  CAN 
BE  YOUR  OWN 
STUDENT 
LEADER 


WITH 
YOUR  OWN 

STUDENT  LEADER 
GAVEL 

First — Cut  out  gavel  along  dotted  line 

Next — Roll  up  this  magazine  and  insert  in  "Hole  A" 

and  Voila!  —  Your  own  Student  Leader  Gavel! 


f  THE  OOfr  WANT*  To  COME  IN..  " 


— 1 965 


"THERE  SEEMS  TO        A  MlP 
1^  THE  Aif?  TODAY." 


"Charlie!  Answer  the  door!" 
"Hello,  door.  .  ." 


How  about  the  girl  who  was 
eight  before  she  was  seven.  .  . 


The  Sunday  Gospel  shouter 
was  in  great  form. 
"Everything  God  made  is 
perfect,"  he  preached. 

A  hunchback  rose  from  the 
rear  of  the  auditorium:  "What 
about  me?" 

"Why,"  said  the  preacher, 
"you're  the  most  perfect 
hunchback  I  ever  saw." 


The  trouble  with  political 
jokes  is  that  they  get  elected. 


Son:  "Ma,  what's  the  idea  of 
makin'  me  sleep  up  here  every 
night?" 

Mother:  "Hush,  Bobby,  you 
only  have  to  sleep  on  the 
mantlepiece  two  more  weeks, 
and  then  your  picture  will  be  in 
'Believe-It-or-Not.'  " 


Husband  and  wife  out  fishing. 

Wife:  Oh  look,  oh  look,  I've 
got  a  bite!  Now  what  do  I  do? 

Husband:  Stupid,  reel  it  in! 

Wife:  But  I  have.  It's  tight 
against  the  pole.  What  do  I  d)° 

Husband:  Shinny  up  the  poie 
and  strangle  it. 


The  waitress  was  wondering 
why  the  elderly  man  was  eating 
while  his  wife  merely  stared  out 
the  window. 

"Aren't  you  hungry?"  she 
asked  the  lady. 

"Sure  am,"  the  lady  replied, 
"I'm  just  waiting  till  Pa  gets 
through  with  the  teeth." 


—1965 


"Do  you  get  the 
feeling  we're  being 
watched?" 
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HEY 

DUCK! 

by  ROGER  JONES 


"You  haven't  said  anything 
in  the  past  10  minutes, 
Honey." 


"I  think  it's 
time  we  got 
back  .  .  ." 


"Shameful!" 


Oo 


DID  YOU  EVER  GET  THE  IDEA  THAT  THAT  ALL-AMERICAN 
MEDIUM,  THE  COMIC  STRIP,  IS  NO  LONGER  REPRESENTATIVE 
OF  THESE  HARD  TIMES?  THAT  THE  CHARACTERS  IUST 
DON'T  ACT  LIKE  THE  REAL  AMERICAN?  TRY  THESE. 


REALISTIC  COMIC  STRIPS 


THE  LOVE  SONG 
OF 
J.  ALFRED 
PRUFROCK 

The  time  is  1906.  T.  S.  Eliot  is  eighteen  and 
a  student  at  Harvard.  He  has  to  write  a  poem  for 
English  53,  but  his  roommate,  Michael  Angelo,  an 
Italian  boy  of  reputation  at  the  university  (all  the 
girls  talk  about  him),  wants  T.  S.  to  forget  the 
English  paper  and  go  surfing  at  the  beach.  But 
Eliot  says  he  has  cut  one  too  many  classes  and  this 
paper  is  the  only  thing  between  him  and  an  F. 
Michael  is  a  real  pal  and  stays  to  help  T.  S.  write 
the  poem,  knowing  Eliot  has  little  literary  talent. 

Professor  N.  Tellectual,  who  teaches  English 
53,  is  one  of  those  souls  who  analyzes  poems  until 
the  pages  bleed  under  his  probing  gaze.  Knowing 
this,  Michael  tells  T.  S.  he  must  make  the  poem 
deep  so  the  prof  will  think  it  is  a  creative  work. 

"But,"  moans  T.  S.,  "I  can't  write  a  deep 
poem.  The  prof  will  see  right  through  it." 

"Sure  you  can,  it's  easy.  I  do  it  all  the  time," 
Mike  assures  him.  "You  use  seme  images  here  and 
there,  ask  a  question  or  two,  be  repititious,  some- 
times incoherent,  and  he'll  think  your'e  another 
Ezra  Pound." 

"Oh  no!"  T.  S.  gasps,  "I  could  never  measure 
up  to  him.  He's  my  idol !"  But  Eliot  decides  to  try. 
"What  will  it  be  about,  Mike?" 

"How  do  you  feel  right  now?"  demands  Mike. 

"Well,  after  lacrosse,  about  sixty-five." 

"All  right,"  says  Mike,  "you're  an  old  man, 
see,  and  you're  going  to  talk  about  life,  your  life. 
Now  you've  got  to  make  it  sound  real  professional 
Let  me  start  it  for  you.  Let  us-  go  then,  you  and 
I  .  .  ." 

"Wait  a  minute,"  interrupts  T.  S. 

"What's  the  matter?" 

"Who's  the  you  ?"  T.  S.  asks. 

"Who's  the  you  ?  What  kind  of  a  question  is 
that  ?"  demands  Mike  impatiently. 

"I  don't  know,  it  just  came  to  me.  Who  is  it?" 

"T.  S.,  baby,  don't  you  see?  The  you  really 
isn't  anybody  in  particular.  We  let  Professor  N. 
Tellectual  figure  it  out  for  himself.  It's  this  sort 
of  thing  that  makes  a  poem  great !  Now  let  me 
continue.  When  the  evening  is  spread  out  against 
the  sky  like,  like . . ." 

(continued) 
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Me  wanted  to  see 
draft  card..." 
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TURKISH  &  DOMESTW 
BLEND 

.  CIGARETTES  ^ 

We've  been  through 
Elephants  and  Grapes.  Now  try 
a  new  taste  sensation :  CAMEL 
JOKES 


Arab :  How  would  you  like  to 
buy  a  camel? 

Yahoo:  Get  humped! 


Arab:  How  would  you  like  to 
buy  a  camel? 

Governor  Volpe:  I'll  see  that 
the  State  purchases  10,000  of 
them  if  I  get  . . . 


Arab:  How  would  you  like  to 
buy  a  camel? 

Zoologist:  That's  not  a  camel 
that's  a  dromedary. 
Arab :  Get  humped. 


Student  Senate: 

Would  you  be  opposed  to  the 
purchase  of  one  or  wo  camels  to 
be  placed  around  the  campus 
pond?  Yes   No  


Arab :  How  would  you  like  to 
buy  a  camel? 

Israeli :  You've  got  two  sec- 
onds to  cross  back  and  then  we 
start  shooting. 


Arab :  How  would  you  like  to 
buy  a  camel? 

Camel :  How  would  you  like  a 
hoof  right  in  the  mouth? 


Arab :  How  would  you  like  to 
buy  a  camel? 

Gov.  Wallace:  What  color? 


Arab :  How  would  you  like  to 
buv  a  camel? 
U.S. :  No. 


Arab :  How  you  would  like  to 
buy  a  camel? 

U.S.S.R. :  yes,  good  comrade. 
U.S. :  Now  we'll  buy  one. 


Arab:  How  would  you  like  to 
buv  a  camel? 
UMie:  a  what? 


Arab:  How  would  you  like  to 
buy  a  camel? 

Jenkins:  Male  or  female? 


Arab :  How  would  you  like  to 
buy  a  camel? 

Elephant:  Creamy  or  chunk 
style? 


Tourist:  I'd  lik  to  buv  a  cam- 


el. 


Arab:  Filter  tip  or  regular? 


Arab :  How  would  you  like  to 
buy  a  camel  ? 

Lawrence  of  Arabia :  Jenkins 
just  bought  one  for  me. 


Did  you  hear  about  the  wise 
man  who  was  late  because  his 
camel  had  a  flat? 


Arab:  How  would  you  like  to 
buy  a  camel? 

Candy:  Give  me  your  hump. 


^#1 
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YAHOO  ROAD  TEST: 

1966 
PETER  PAN 


By  Steve  Wompa  and  Leadfoot  "Charlie" 


Smith 


Above:  '66  Peter  Pan  shown  leaving  Student  Union  .  .  . 
I  P.M.  on  Mondays,  Wednesdays,  2:30  P.M.  on  Thursdays. 
Test  driver  says  of  new  model,  "It  steers  like  a  bus.  .  .  ." 


We  were  really  excited  when  we  got  behind 
the  wheel  of  this  big  baby.  We  werp  even  more 
excited  when  we  got  out  of  the  damned  thing. 

The  first  thing  you  notice  about  the  '66  Peter 
Pan  is  the  rubber.  Four  white  walled  tires,  one  at 
each  corner.  Peter  Pan  tells  us  that  the  tires  are 
actually  all  white  and  the  tread  is  painted  black, 
giving,  they  tell  us,  30  or  50  more  miles  between 
paint  jobs. 

What  the  outside  doesn't  have,  the  inside 
makes  up  for.  Vinyl  seats.  Great  on  a  hot  day. 
No  tucked  and  rolled  naugahyde  on  this  baby.  And 
travel  sickness  bags  on  the  back  of  each  seat,  a 
feature  no  other  American  car  has.  And  with  all 
this  car  safety  business?  Sure. 

Walking  up  the  spacious  rubber  mat,  we  find 
ace  driver  Arty  "Fireball"  Thunderball  behind  the 
wheel  going  through  the  gears. 

"They  fell  out  of  the  tranny,"  said  Arty, 
"onto  the  street.  Going  through  'em  to  see  where 
they  go  . . ." 

We  got  behind  the  big  wheel,  took  a  good  feel 
of  the  suicide  knob  and  looked  out  the  huge  ex- 
panse of  crystal  clear  windshield. 

"That  fell  out,  too,"  said  Arty,  "That's  why 
it's  so  clear." 

The  dash  was  simple  and  uncluttered,  a  re- 
lief to  the  sea  of  dials  we  gotta  look  at.  The  brake 
light  and  the  water  gauge  we  found  to  be  suffi- 
cient. 


Above:  Pan  engine.  Options  include  GM 
heads,  dual  carbs,  tuned  exhausts  and  ch 
Above  —  engine  stripped  by  angry  Umies. 


Blower,  hemi- 
ome  dipstick. 


Below:  Ace  Peter  Pan  driver,  Enzo  Ferocious,  goes 
through  gears. 


LIST  PRICE:  $35,000.95  plus  sales  tax 

BORE,  STROKE:  DRIVER  IS  A  BIG  BORE 

TOP  SPEED:  40  MPH 

FRAME:  GILBERTERECTOR 

BODY:  ALBERGHINI  AND  ALCOA  WRAP 

Compression  Ratio:  1:47 

Differential  Ratio:  1:196 

Transistor  Ratio:  $14.95 

Acceleration:  0-60.  2  minutes  and  34  seconds 

Braking:  2  minutes  and  34  seconds 

Wheelbase:  in:  47,000 

Fuel  Consumption  g.p.m.:  approx.  24 

Fuel  Leakage  g.p.m.:  approx.  24 

Suspension:  Probationary 

Brake  type:  Randy  Boat  Shoes 

Headroom:  More  than  one  person  in  the  head  is  unlawful 
and  mainly  disgusting 


CURB  WEIGHT 
CARBURETION: 
SINCROMESH: 
♦GALLONS  PER  MILE: 


+ 
NONE 
NONE 
? 


+  WHEN  WE  TRIED  TO  LIFT  THE  CURB  IN  FRONT 
OF  THE  UNION  AND  WEIGH  IT  WE  WERE 
CHASED  AWAY  BY  THE  CAMPUS  POLICE  AND 
THE  ART  EDITOR  WAS  WOUNDED  IN  THE 
PROCESS. 


Grabbing  the  big  shift  lever,  fitting  the  eight- 
ball  in  our  hand  (our  hand?),  we  banged  into  first 
gear,  banging  our  knuckles  into  the  water  gauge. 

"The  water  gauge  just  fell  out,"  said  Arty. 

Banging  into  second  gear,  we  banged  into 
Arty's  groin. 

"Arty  just  fell  out,"  said  Charlie,  but  by  this 
time  we  were  cruising  along  at  30. 

After  grabbing  one  of  the  sickness  bags,  'T 
looked  up  with  bleary  eyes  to  the  approaching  e 
of  the  quarter  mile.  We  still  had  a  ways  to  go 
but  we  were  confident  we  could  make  it. 

After  reaching  the  end  of  the  strip,  we  de- 
cided to  look  at  the  mill.  It  was  a  big  300  cubic 
inch  Packard  six  that  cranked  out  47  big  horses. 
Because  of  the  limited  space  for  an  engine  in  a 
bus,  this  one  having  it  under  the  fourth  seat  be- 
hind the  driver,  frills  and  fancy  stuff  is  cut  out. 

No  fuel  lines,  carbs,  or  anything,  the  spark 
plugs  are  in  the  gas  tank.  The  cooling  system  has 
no  radiator.  Instead,  the  passenger  in  the  fourth 
seat  behind  the  driver  merely  opens  the  window 
when  the  heat  is  too  much.  The  crank  shaft  runs 
the  length  of  the  floor  to  the  differential  and  ac- 
counts for  the  slope  in  the  floor.  We'll  indeed,  in 
due  time,  hear  of  this  economical  engine. 

More  about  the  transmission  later,  after  Arty 
figures  out  which  gear  goes  where. 

Brakes?  You  bet.  The  driver  merely  goes 
into  a  slide,  thus  increasing  wind  resistance  as  the 
Pan  goes  sideways.  "Economy,  and  a  little  enter- 
tainment on  those  long  boring  rides,"  they  told  us. 

—  end  — 
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(use  dice  and  counter  fok  each  player) 


BABBirr 
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WAR  fANiMAic 
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VOLPE 


BATMAN 


CAUTVO 
NOTICES 


SGT. 

5CHVJtT2 


WHYN 


DEAN 
CURTIS 


Umtjerssitp  reform 


f\NO  HOWS 


SEATBELT5 


PICTURES 


r. 
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RMPH  G-ltOZ3U£G- 


CSieS 


THE  COUNTY  CVRCIE 
DORMS 


SUKARNO 

RHODESIA 
NKRU(V\AH 
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G-reek  o°\\ 

"Talkers 


pacifist? 
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COACH  OF  THE  ^iEAQ 

DOUF  SHWS 


APPLICATION  FOR  THE  POSITION  OF  UNIVERSITY  PRESIDENT 
IN  THE  COMMONWEALTH  OF  MASSACHUSETTS 

1.  Name    2.  Age  (if  known)   

last               first  middle 
3.  Sex    4.  Frequency    5.'  Race   

6  Track    7.  Horse    8.  Odds   

9.  Citizenship    10.  If  revoked,  state  why  

11.  Marital  status  (check  those  applicable) 

a.  Married   

b.  Single   

c.  Separated   

d.  Divorced   

e.  Widow(er)   

f.  Bigamist   

g.  Other   

12.  If  in  question  11  you  checked  section: 

a.  Answer  why   

b.  Give  number  of  offspring   

c.  Give  name  of  reason   

d.  Give  phone  number  and  address  of  reason   

e.  Give  method  of  disposal   '.  

f.  Answer  how   

g.  Answer  what  

13.  Number  of  parents    Were  your  parents  married?   

To  each  other?  

14.  Are  you  a  liar?   

15.  Religious  preference  (if  any)   

16.  Are  you,  or  have  you  ever  been  a  member  of  any  one  or  more  of  the  following  groups: 
a.    KKK  b.    AA  c.    Powers  for  Mayor  d.  WCTU 

e.    USCG  f.    Watch  &  Ward  g.    Boy  (Girl)  Scouts 

h.  Faubus  for  Governor  

17.  Have  you  ever  been  wanted  by    a.    the  FBI    b.  your  wife  (husband)    c.    any  woman 

(man)    Badly?    Often?   Well?   

18.  Educational  record.  Check  the  following  degrees  held. 

a.  B.A  

b.  B.S  

c.  PhD  

d.  LLD   

19.  If  you  do  not  hold  any  of  the  above,  state  whether  you  would  be  willing  to  take  a  few  night  courses  

20.  Are  you  really  so  lazy  you  want  this  job?  

21.  Do  you  believe  in  subjects,  in  things,  about  things,  on  things,  around  things?    Do  you  believe  in 

subjects?    Do  you  believe  in  things?  -Do  you?   

22.  In  twenty-five  words  or  less,  of  not  more  than  one  syllable  each,  finish  this  sentence: 

I  want  to  be  president  of  UMass  because   


—  Fall  1959 
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"Governor,  disa  my  boy  Mario.  He  lika  to  work 
for  da  State  next  summer.  O.K.?" 


—Fall  1959 


Professor  (pointing  to  the 
cigarette  butt  on  the  floor) :  "Is 
this  yours?" 

Student  (pleasantly):  "Not  at 
all,  sir,  you  saw  it  first." 


Waiter:  "Pardon  me,  sir.  This 
doesn't  include  anything  for  the 
waiter." 

Customer:  "I  didn't  eat  one,  did 
I?" 


What  has  two  breasts, 
fourteen  testicles,  and  whistles 
as  it  runs  through  the  woods? 

Snow  White  and  the  seven 
dwarfs. 


tt£ft£S  THE  woRU) 


OtfEftTVlEFftoCT...  SEM&LH 
fOd  THE.  ElO  SvuE.  ££P 

Carom... 


— Spring  1966 


"Like  what?" 

"Hold  it,  I'm  getting  an 
image!" 

"How  about,  like  a  patient 
etherized  upon  a  table?"  sug- 
gests T.  S. 

"That's  too  obvious.  Can't 
you  think  of  anything  deeper? 
Oh,  never  mind,  it'll  do,"  Mike 
finally  agrees. 

"I  don't  think  I'll  ever  get  the 
hang  of  this,  Mike,"  moans  Eliot. 

"Well,  let  me  do  a  few  more 
lines  and  then  you  try." 

At  this  point,  Michael  Angelo 
gets  a  phone  call  and  leaves  the 
room.  T.  S.  nervously  picks  up 
the  pen,  still  warm  from  Mi- 
chael's creative  fingers,  and  de- 
cides to  write  his  own  master- 
piece. He  quickly  writes,  "In  the 
room  the  women  come  and  go/ 
Talking  of  Michael  Angelo." 
T.  S.  changes  it  to  Michaelangelo 
so  the  prof  can  do  some  more 
guessing. 

"An  image,  I  need  an  image," 
says  T.  S.  Mike  always  says  to 
look  around  you.  The  weather? 


It's  getting  foggy.  Ilmmra.  Fog. 
That  seems  familiar.  Who?  Oh, 
I  remember.  That  little  guy  they 
say  used  to  walk  around  here 
mumbling  stuff  about  fog  and 
little  cat's  feet.  There's  my  im- 
age !  No  one  will  ever  guess  I 
got  it  from  him." 

T.  S.  now  assuming  a  more 
confident  air,  scribbles  down  a 
number  of  lines,  quite  pleased 
with  the  poem  unfolding  before 
his  eyes. 

Mike  re-enters  the  room  and 
peering  over  T.  S.'s  shoulder, 
sees  a  line  which  reads,  "Have 
known  the  evenings,  mornings, 
afternoons/I  have  measured  out 
my  life  with  coffee  spoons." 
"How  trite,"  frowns  Mike,  but 
he  only  gets  a  disgusted  look 
from  T.  S.  who  proceeds  with  the 
poem.  "Now  you  need  something 
confusing  in  there,"  counsels 
Mike. 

As  if  inspired,  T.  S.  scratches 
down  a  few  lines  about,  "brace- 
leted,  white  and  bare,"  and, 
"perfume  from  a  dress."  "Are 


they  vague  enough  ?"  asks  T.  S. 
worriedly. 

"Definitely.  The  prof  will  pon- 
der over  what  you  mean  by  that 
one  for  at  least  two  periods,"  as- 
sures Mike. 

The  poem  grows  as  the  ink 
flows  from  Eliot's  pen. 

"If  I  were  you,  I'd  end  it 
soon,"  advises  Mike,  still  long- 
ingly thinking  of  all  the  surfing 
they  could  have  done. 

"Just  a  little  while  longer;  I'm 
nearly  finished.  I  just  threw  in  a 
bit  of  Shakespeare.  It  gives  it 
class,  don't  you  think?" 

Impatiently,  Mike  Angelo 
says,  "Come  on,  T.  S.,  I  hear  the 
mermaids  singing.  Let's  get  to 
the  beach. 

"All  right,  I'll  just  stick  that 
mermaids  bit  in.  At  this  point  I 
don't  care,  and  besides  it'll  be  in- 
teresting to  see  what  the  prof 
makes  out  of  that  one." 

Another  minute  and  T.  S.  is 
through.  Since  the  fog  is  lifting 
he  and  Mike  head  for  the  beach. 
— LYNNE  SWIERZBIN 
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They  dragged  the  student 
down  to  jail  and  took  him  before 
the  sergeant. 

"What  am  I  here  for?"  he 
asked. 

"For  drinking,"  the  officer 
sternly  replied. 

"Good,  when  do  we  start." 

*  *  • 

A  hotel  guest  complained  over 
the  phone,  "I've  got  a  leak  in  the 
bathtub." 

"Go  ahead,  the  last  tenant  al- 
ways did." 

*  *  * 

Are  you  sure  this  motel  is 
University  approved  ? 


The  mouse  and  elephant 
wanted  to  get  married,  so  they 
went  to  apply  for  their  wedding 
license.  The  official  eyed  them 
unbelievingly  and  asked  them, 
"Don't  you  think  you  might  be  a 
rather  disproportionate 
couple?" 

"We  have  to,"  replied  the 
mouse. 


"I  like  mathematics  when  it 
isn't  over  my  head." 

"That's  the  way  I  feel  about 
pigeons." 


On  Limited  Warfare 
Don'tcha  worry,  honey  chile. 

Don'tcha  cry  no  more, 
It's  jest  a  li'l  ole  atom  bomb 

In  a  li'l  ole  lim'ted  war. 
It's  jest  a  bitsy  warhead,  chile, 

On  a  li'l  ole  tactical  shell. 
And  all  it'll  do  is  blow  us— all 

To  a  li'l  ole  lim'ted  hell. 


I've  never  seen  a  purple  cow, 
and  I'm  a  purple  bull. 


^SlR^T'XJE COME  TOASK  FOR 
TOUR  DAUGHTERS  HAND..." 


Spinsters  are  born,  not  made. 


If  you  find  printing  errors  in 
this  issue, 

be  assured  they  are  intentional. 
We  put  them  there  for  the 
people  who  look  for  them. 


"What  a  splendid  fit,"  said  the 
tailor  as  he  carried  the  epileptic 
out  of  his  shop. 


To  hell  with  expense !  Give  that 
canary  another  seed. 


We  saw  President  Lederle  the 
other  day.  He  looks  just  like  his 
pictures. 


V 


YES  .  . 
SUBSCRIBE 

TO 
YAHOO 


"I  wouldn't  be 
without  one  .  . .' 


WHAT  KIND  OF  MAN 
READS  YAHOO? 

JUST  ASK  THESE  FAMOUS 
EDUCATORS 
THEY'LL  TELL  YOU 

□  YES,  THOSE  FAMOUS  EDUCATORS  HAVE  FOXED  ME  INTO 

SHELLING  OUT  (TWO  DOLLARS:) 

□  NO,  THOSE  FAMOUS  EDUCATORS  COULDN'T  FOX  ANYONE. 

Name  

Address   

Send  $2:00  to: 

YAHOO,  RSO  106 

Student  Union 

UMass,  Amherst,  Mass. 


"My  favorite" 
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AT      U  MASS. 

Shelver  Silver  Steinberger,  prey  boys 
roving  cartoonist,  after  having  gone 
to  Spain,  Florida,  Switzerland,  Norway 
Russia  and  a  nudist  camp  decides  to  go 
to  the  obvious  conclusion,  a  small  cow 
pasture  in  the  Pioneer  Valley.    "U  Mass" 
he  recalled  vividly  "is  a  college".  He 
keenly  observed,  "lots  of  students  go  here". 
Also,  he  accutely  perceived,  "some  of  the 
students  are  girls.  " 


'New  Dining  Commons 
Trays.    You'll  See  Why. 


r  ■  J 

I 

_ 

li 

Yes,  you're  right.     Here  it  is.. 
"Undergraduate  students,  regardless 
of  age  are  not  permitted  the  use 
of  alcoholic  beverages  on 
university  property  or  on  the 
C^s\         premises  „  .  0  „  " 
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Birds?  Birds?!!  Listen,  Mister.. 
See  th*t  dorm...  Well  it's  called 
1  Brooks  1 ,   see . . . 


"At  first  we  thought 
he  was  the  new  Zo  Prof.     Then  ' 
the  rumor  had  it  he  was  a  new 
Dean  or  a  State  Official.  But 
when  we  found  out  he  was  just 
a  visitor  getting  an  impression 
of  the  place  and..." 


"Curfew?  Heavens 
no.     I'm  the  new 
Biology  Teacher...1 
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"Well,  I  don't  give  a  damn 
what  magazine  he's  from...J^ 


"But  I  just  drooped 
in  here ,  I  tel 1  you . . 
I'm  a  visitor.     Beard  or 
no  beard,  Im  not  a  student,      y\ jf, 
I  don't  intend  to  stay... 
Listen.  ^^A^ 


3 


7 


Yes,  of  course  I  know  I  should 
be  studying.     By  being  here  I  am 
depriving  myself  of  valuable  time 
by  which  I  c^n  better  myself,  however,   I  thrill 
to  the  excitement  of  competition,  knowing  th*t  life 
itself  is  competition.     But  mainly,  I  want  to  get  in  a  fight 


—Spring  1964 


"SLEEP TIGHT  TONIGHT 
YOUR  AIR  FORCE  IS  AWAKE," 


^  Photo  by  Crasco 

The  Subject  Of  My  Convocation  Talk  Today  Is  Student  Apathy 

—1963 

STATE  LAW 

(HEALTH  AND  SAFETY  CODE  03335) 

REQUIRES  THAT  YOU 

WASH  YOUR  HANDS 

AFTER  READING  THIS  MAGAZINE 


SUMMER  JOB  OPPORTUNITIES 


Aboard  Ships  of  the  Unitedstates  Fruit  Company 

Like  a  job  aboard  ship  for  the  Summer?  Who  wouldn't!  And  the  Unitedstates  Fruit  Co.  is  hiring  a  limited  num- 
ber of  college  students  for  the  months  of  June  to  August  to  fill  out  gaps  in  the  crews  of  our  fruit  boats  sailing  the  Car- 
ibbean. Bright  sunshine,  blue  ocean,  cool  breezes;  its  more  like  taking  a  commercial  cruise  than  working.  But  it's  not  all 
play,  there  is  healthy,  soul-satisfying  work  that  will  turn  your  winter  study  fat  into  inches  of  solid  bronzed  muscle  under 
the  fatherly  tutelage  of  our  bosuns  and  ships'  officers.  Think  of  how  you  can  impress  the  coeds  next  September  with 
your  new  physique  and  tales  of  adventures  in  strange  ports  ...  if  you  survive. 

No  unions  to  join,  no  papers  to  sign,  (heh-heh)  no  taxes  to  pay  .  .  .  the  Unitedstates  Fruit  Line  is  big  enough  to  ig- 
nore regulations,  the  ones  we  don't  make.  Just  a  friendly  wink  and  a  smile  from  the  bo'sun  as  you  come  aboard  and,  no 
questions  asked,  you're  a  member  of  the  Unitedstates  Fruit  team.  And  a  big  team  it  is  too.  We've  been  running  the  Car- 
ibbean for  years  now  and,  Allianza  para  Progresso  be  damned,  we  don't  intend  to  stop  for  any  snotty  little  upstart  from 
Harvard. 

So  get  a  taste  of  real  exploitation  .  .  .  from  both  ends!  Remember — the  Caribbean  is  a  Unitedstates  lake,  or  at  least, 
we  used  to  think  so.  Pack  your  sea  bag  with  suntan  lotion,  sunglasses,  linament,  and  Welcome  Aboard!! 

UNITEDSTATES 

Fruit  Company 

The  big  stick  in  the  Caribbean 
Established  ton  long 

—1961-1962 


